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"He hesitantly approached the antique coffee table. On it lay an ivory lace doily and a small frame encasing her
photograph. The summer had left its golden mark upon her, and her eyes squinted as they always did when she
smiled. Yes, that's exactly as she'd looked when they met. He picked the picture up slowly and held it close to
the lump in his throat."
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Weeping Willow 
by 
Kathleen M. Blasi 
He hesitantly approached the antique coffee table. On it lay an ivory lace doily and 
a small frame encasing her photograph. The summer had left its golden mark upon her, 
and her eyes squinted as they always did when she smiled. Yes, that's exactly as she'd 
looked when they met. He picked the picture up slowly and held it close to the lump in his 
throat. 
* * * 
On a rainy night in October, the "4th Floor Girls" decided to make the most of their 
all girls' college experience. They had only known each other for a few weeks, yet they 
didn't hesitate to express how badly they each wanted to go to that party at Harvard, to 
meet some "real" men. As Maggie dressed, she turned to her new roommate. 
"Janet, this could be my big chance. It's about time I started working on that MRS 
degree I promised my mom. Could you imagine? A 'Hah-vid' boy." 
"Hey, do what you want," said Janet. "I'd think I'd be happy to just get good and 
drunk." 
"Whatever turns you on," Maggie replied. 
After gathering the last-minute primpers, Maggie and Janet, along with the rest of 
their friends, started their journey to that dreamland of handsome men that awaited them 
just across the Charles River. They were nervous, wondering whether they'd fit in, whether 
anyone would talk to them. Each checked her appearance in the subway's window 
reflection across from her, while pretending to be in deep conversation with her neighbor. 
When they arrived at the fraternity house, they were met with a blast of Bud and the 
steady rhythm of Mick Jagger. They looked around casually, as if looking for someone they 
knew and as if the pits in their stomachs were not growing tenfold by the minute. It wasn't 
long before all of them but Maggie and Janet had wandered off. The hours passed slowly. 
"Janet, let's leave," said Maggie. "I can't stand this place. You'd think that all that 
mattered was meeting one of these conceited baboons." 
"You're right, Mag," replied Janet. "Sure isn't all it's cracked up to be. Let's go." 
No sooner had Maggie picked up her coat when she heard a voice behind her, over 
her shoulder. 
"Wanna dance?" it said. 
Maggie whirled around and bumped into what appeared to be a huge cinder block 
with a sweater on. Her eyes slowly followed the path of buttons, leading her to the most 
beautiful smile she'd ever seen. When her eyes finally reached his, she simply gulped and 
nodded. Thank God it's a fast dance, she thought; I wouldn't know what ... Thoughts of 
Janet were rapidly disappearing. 
When the song was over, they wandered over to a corner of the room and began to 
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talk easily about their families, their reasons for being in the Boston area. Same 
conversation, just a different guy, thought Maggie. His name was John. Maggie liked to 
think that was a good omen, since it was also her father's name. 
"So, how old are you, Maggie?" 
"Almost nineteen," she lied. Actually, she had just turned eighteen, but she didn't 
want to scare him away right from the start. 
"Wow! I guess I'm robbing the cradle," he said with a grin. 
Whew! Good call, Mag, she thought and smiled. He's a senior and he's on the 
football team. Wait'll I tell Mom about this one! 
"I don't know about you, but I think it's a little-" He cut his words off sharply. 
"What's wrong?" asked Maggie worriedly. Great, she thought, I've already said 
something stupid. 
He whispered, "Listen. Do you hear that?" 
All Maggie heard was Mama Cass singing "Dream a Little Dream of Me." Probably 
the DJ playing some joke, she thought, and smiled up at him. 
"I love this song," he said. 
"Yeah, right," Maggie replied with a crooked smile and a giggle. Ah, a sense of 
humor, too. Or was he serious? The look on his face answered her. He was looking off 
dreamily, as if some pleasant distant memory had suddenly returned to him. 
"Oh, me too," she quickly added. Although she thought the song rather silly, she had 
a feeling that it (and he) would come to mean a great deal to her. 
As the party drew to a close, Maggie couldn't find her friends. How the hell am I 
going to get back to the dorm? She was still new at the art of creative problem-solving. 
The subway had stopped running hours ago. John told her he'd walk her to the cab stand, 
but they reached the front door of the fraternity house only to find a vicious, driving rain. 
"Wait here a minute," said John. "I'll be right back." And he quickly dashed off 
before she had a chance to ask him what he was doing. He returned a few minutes later 
with a large piece of heavy plastic. She thought he was crazy when he pulled it over them 
and asked "Ready?" 
They ran to the cab stand, and with each step, their feet grew colder and wetter. 
They were soaked to the skin by the time they reached the stand. As she got in the cab, he 
gently tapped on the window, and she rolled it down. 
"Thanks, Maggie. I'm glad I met you," John said softly. And he kissed her on the 
end of her nose where a quivering raindrop was about to fall. "I'll call you," he promised. 
* * * 
He tried to wipe the fingerprints from the frame's glass. Mrs. O'Connor entered the 
room, but John didn't hear her footsteps. He stood, lost in thought, until she dropped her 
handbag on the hardwood floor and startled him. She knew it would be nice to maybe go 
over and touch him gently on the shoulder, but she couldn't bring herself to do it. 
"Are you ready, John?" she asked with an impatient edge in her voice. 
He turned to her but could not look into her eyes. There was too much contempt, 
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too many accusations. His tears had fallen on his new silk tie, and he looked down at it 
blankly. 
"Yes, I guess I'm ready." He moved toward the door. 
"John, you can't take it with you," she said, pointing to the picture with a thrust of 
her chin. 
"Of course not, Mrs. O'Connor." He replaced the photograph on the table. 
* * * 
The night John called Maggie on the phone and asked if she would consider going 
out with him, she could barely control herself, but simply replied, "Well, I guess that would 
be all right." 
"Good. Where do you want to go?" His deep voice made her feel beautiful. 
"Surprise me," she replied playfully. 
"OK. You got it. If it's a surprise you want, it's a surprise you'll get." 
OK, it's not a wedding; it's just a date, Maggie thought as she took a shower, curled 
her hair, started over, and changed her clothes. By the time she settled on a soft wool skirt, 
silk blouse, and brand-new 9-West pumps, half her wardrobe was strewn around the room. 
John, wearing jeans, tennis shoes, and a Polo shirt, waited for her in the dorm lobby. 
As the mismatched couple strolled along Marlborough Street, it looked as if at any moment 
they might break and go their separate ways. So, she thought, maybe he wasn't taking her 
to Mason Robert. As they rounded a corner, he stopped suddenly and looked up. 
Following his cue, she also raised her eyes. The sign read: "Brighams. Famous for its 39 
Flavors of the World's Greatest Ice Cream." 
"Hope you're not disappointed," he said sheepishly, and they both laughed. 
Maggie knew that she and John had something special when she learned that she 
was the only girl who had "landed" a Pi Eta. Although they only saw each other on 
weekends, in that time they knew that each had found a new best friend. Maggie told John 
things that she hadn't even told Janet, and John broke the Pi Eta Principle: He considered 
and talked about the future. 
Often on Saturdays, they'd wander through the Public Garden. It seemed the 
moment they crossed its entrance, all the noisy traffic and squealing children disappeared 
behind them. Maggie's writing assignments and John's economic exams seemed things of a 
distant past as they rested under the largest willow in the Garden, where the soft, cool grass 
lay beneath them, and the branches and leaves hovered above them like a protective 
umbrella. 
One Saturday in May, as Maggie and John walked in the Garden, the rain began to 
fall, and they hurried to their willow. Maggie had been unusually solemn all day. John 
thought the walk would cheer her up, but even their willow didn't seem to help. Finally, he 
asked. 
"Maggie, is anything wrong?" 
She stared at him blankly and her bottom lip began to quiver and tears to fill her 
eyes. As they began to spill, she uttered hoarsely, "Oh, John!" She flung her body toward 
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him and sobbed in the crook of his neck. He was afraid to ask again. She saved him the 
trouble. 
"We ... I...I found out that...we ... I'm pregnant," she said without looking at him. There, 
she'd said it. After an interminable silence, interrupted only by Maggie's short breaths, 
John cradled her chin in his hands and gently lifted her face to meet his. 
"Sshhh ... sshhh ... don't cry. Don't cry, Mag. We'll deal with this. We have options. 
Don't worry." 
"Don't worry? But what are we going to do?" she cried. "I don't think I could get 
rid ... you know. I just couldn't..." She desperately hoped he would make this easier. 
"Fine. We'll get married. We'll have a wedding ... and a ... baby," he said almost 
inaudibly. 
"Are you sure?" Maggie asked. The last thing I want to do is keep you from 
anything. What about grad school? And we were going to Ireland. Remember? Our 
family trees, John." As she searched for a loophole in his reasoning, she noticed something 
in the tone of his voice; she had to be sure. 
"We can't always do what we want, Mag. I just won't be able to go to grad school full 
time." But there it was in his voice again. 
"But-" she interjected. 
"And you, you're what I want, you know," he added, with an unblinking stare that 
drifted toward the willow's thick trunk. "Really, you are, Mag." 
"But when?" 
"When what?" 
"When should we get married John?" 
"I don't know. I don't want to talk about it right now. Not now. Later. Okay?" 
"I have to go," Maggie said abruptly. 
He didn't look at her. 
"I just. .. have to go." 
He didn't ask her to stay; he watched her rise slowly from the ground and walk 
toward the edge of the Garden, pause, and leave. 
He didn't call her right away. She wants the time to be alone, he convinced himself. 
His phone rang late the following Tuesday. "Hello?" 
"It's me," Maggie said quietly. "I've been thinking about the ba-, the situation. I 
don't want to go through with it. I'm going tomorrow at two. Will you go with me? I know 
you have exams ... " 
hon?" 
"Wait a minute. Slow down! Why did you change your mind? Are you alright, 
"Yes. Well, will you go with me?" She could barely get the words out. 
"Sure, if that's what you want. But why, Maggie?" he asked again. 
"Oh, thanks. I love you John. See you tomorrow." She hung up the phone before he 
could ask her again. 
* * * 
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He plopped with a sigh into the back seat of the O'Connor's Chevy and looked out 
the window at the blowing rain. Mr. O'Connor stole a look at him in the rear view mirror 
and quickly glanced away as their eyes met. How could this have happened, John thought, 
as he watched a hearse crawl slowly in the traveling lane. They pulled into the parking lot, 
and the car came to an abrupt halt. 
* * * 
Maggie was tired and emotionally drained; she decided to rest after she came home 
from the clinic. Later that night, when he found her doubled over in pain, he held her and 
told himself everything would be okay. He rushed Maggie to the hospital, but she had only 
been in the emergency room an hour when the resident physician approached him, his head 
hanging. 
"I'm sorry, John. We did everything we could. She just-" 
"What!" cried John. "What are you saying, man?" He grabbed the resident's 
shoulders and shook him. "Jesus, out with it! What, what, what!" 
"Please sit down." He hesitated. "Maggie didn't make it, John. The complications 
from the procedure ... they were just too much for her." John noticed the nurses at their 
station laughing. How can they laugh at a time like this, he thought as his stomach turned 
sour. Responding to the desperate, imploring look in his eyes, the doctor continued. 
"Apparently, her womb was perforated, and the solution used, well, her system wasn't able 
to clot blood. She bled internally. It's rare, but it does happen. I'm so sorry," he added, 
shaking his head. 
This can't be happening, John thought. He rubbed his hands roughly through his 
hair and sat down. The bastard, he thought, what did that butcher do to my Maggie? What 
did I do to her? I tried to talk her out of it. Yeah, I did. No. God, what the hell have I 
done? His whole body shook with grief, as he cupped his face in his hands and sobbed. 
Every other life in that hospital, including his own, seemed trivial. He got up and dragged 
himself wearily down the hall, to see her one last time. 
* * * 
John stepped from the car and hesitated. 
"Uh, I'll be in in a minute," he said. But there was no one there to answer. They 
were already gone. 
He turned toward the somber, gray building but stepped away. I have to just sit for a 
minute, he thought, as he wrung his quivering hands. And then he noticed it, bent so by the 
wind its branches nearly touched the ground. There on the busy, crowded street, it seemed 
out of place. It should be in the Garden, he thought. He rose and walked toward it, 
stretching his arms until the bark met his touch. Then he leaned on its sturdy trunk and 
wept. 
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Laughter Past 
by 
Jennifer Kircher 
The sun was shining hot that day, but the cool breeze made it bearable. It was one of those days that 
you brave the fact that you're growing older. It saddens you to recall days of carefree innocence, when the 
only thing that mattered was that you had a peanut-butter and jelly sandwich for lunch. And you realize that 
someday you'll be looking back, trying to recapture the feeling of today. 
I remembered last March, when I decided to end things with him. It was at this same spot, this same 
beach. I could hear this same ocean as I wiped away my tears of frustration. But, in making that decision, I 
was filled with an incredible high I could barely put into words. It was as if I had been scraped free of all 
excess, enabling me to run faster than in all my dreams I'd imagined. Free. 
In a different lifetime 
You held my heart 
We were so certain of ourselves 
We built a common dream. 
Ten months later, and I'm laying in the sand, watching the tide. An older couple is attempting to take 
a dip in the water. They're both slightly overweight; she's wearing a pink bathing suit made for the "fuller 
figure," with a little skirt. He has kind of wild looking white hair, like he forgot to comb it, then stepped into 
the wind. He's got jean shorts on that are cut off at about the knee, and a white V-necked undershirt, that 
turns nearly see-through when splashed. Just as they step further into the surf, a wave crashes violently at her 
feet. The force catches her off guard, and she starts tipping back. The man grabs her elbow with a supportive 
hand, stopping her fall. He smiles, and gives her a peck on the cheek. 
My dear friend 
We've lost that dream some time ago 
But I'm quite certain it was real 
I could touch it, breathe it, live it 
A young girl is walking down the beach with her grandparents. They are each holding a small, tanned 
hand. The breeze picks up, rustling her sunstreaked hair. It flies into her face, catching in her smile. With an 
easy toss of her head, her hair is taken by the wind behind her. I can't hear their words, only the steady 
pounding of the surf and the squawking of the gulls, but I can see their laughter. It is full. The air is thick 
with mist and the girl breaks free of her grandparents' hold and runs and it feels like slow motion. A flock of 
seagulls swill over her head, encompassing her in a flurry of wings. She stretches her arms, as if trying to 
gather their strength, and join them on the breeze. 
What is that wind of change that comes along 
And blows your dreams away 
Still, the spirit of that time 
Lurks for ever in a corner of your heart 
An older couple walks past slowly, soaking up the midafternoon sun. They're holding hands. He 
looks at her and smiles. I'm hoping I'll be happy for so long. 
Good-bye old friend 
I knew you for one moment in all of time. 
For a strange moment, I wonder where you are. I wonder where I am. 
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